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Claw Money—New York City’s infamous 
graffiti queen, stylist, and fashion mag-
nate—got tired of other people, be they 
admirers or haters, trying to pin her down. 
So she tossed her latest monograph, Bomb-
shell: The Life and Crimes of Claw Money, at 
their domes. Time to back off, guys. 
“A lot of people are like, Claw’s this, Claw’s 
that, Claw, Claw, Claw,” she says, dryly. 
“They have their own opinions of who I 
am or what I am. I just want to clear it 
up—like, this is me.” 

Claw, a Long Island girl, moved to Man-
hattan in 1986, and promptly dropped out 
of the Fashion Institute of Technology. She 
partied her ass off a bit, and hooked up 
with the stalwarts of an increasingly mar-
ginalized graffiti movement. At the time, 
most of New York was over the pursuit, 
but Claw got hooked on it. 

“It like resurfaces every 17 years,” she 
jokes. “When I started painting graffiti, in 
the late ’80s, it was graffiti’s most hated 

time. It just wasn’t a popular 
thing to do, but we did it, just 
to do it. I became completely 
enamored with painting, 
and bombing, and all the 
illegal aspects of it. I was 
totally floored.”

She was already wield-
ing a natural tag—since 
her youth, Claudia had 
answered to the name 
Claw. In a male-dominated 
pursuit, she worked hard 
and bombed with the best. 
One day, by accident, an 
icon was born: Some dude 
had painted over her spot, 
and all that was left of her name was the 
sharp, three-fingered paw that she used 
as the W in Claw. She ran with it, throw-
ing paws on walls and grates all over New 
York, LA and Europe. She was one of the 
first writers to use an icon as a tag, and be-

came a sensation. A queen among kings. 
Shit was everywhere. So, yeah, thanks to 
that guy.

Bombshell is full of her greatest 
hits—everything from quick and dirty jobs 
under the highway to beautifully intricate 
rooftop bombings. Those shots are inter-
spersed, liberally, with the contents of sev-
eral of Claw’s old shoeboxes—montages of 
personal snapshots, jewelry and trinkets. 
It’s a scrapbook, not a graffiti portfolio. 
That’s because, despite the notoriety 
that comes with being the female king of 
graffiti, that’s not how Claw wants to be 
known. She chafes at the label. 

“I do not want to represent graffiti,” 
she says, becoming animated, her speech 
quickening. “I’m just representing myself. 
I’m not here as a global spokesman. I’m 
not trying to be the face and the voice 
of graffiti. At all. It’s very confusing for 
people. I have many things that I’m impas-

sioned about, besides graffiti. And maybe 
they’re a little bit more mainstream and 
less sexy, but I am definitely not trying to 
be the be-all and end-all. I’m not Lady Pink, 
nor do I want to be.”

What Claw wants to be is what she’s 
always wanted to be: a fashion designer. 
And, ironically, it took dropping out of 
fashion school and bombing the streets 
of New York to make that happen. Her 
claw tag became a T-shirt, which became 
a full-on clothing line, while her graffiti 

connections landed 
her the job of fashion 
editor at Swindle 
magazine. She never 
even had to show 
Shepard Fairey and 
Roger Gastman, the 
magazine’s founders, 
her styling portfolio. 

“It wasn’t like I 
was trying to make 
this a jumpoff for my 
future,” she says. “I 
had no idea that I’d 
ever be selling Claw 
products. Nor did I 
want to.” 

The decision to throw her Claw paw on 
a shirt, instead of on some back alley wall, 
didn’t come easy. “It’s something I didn’t 
really want to bastardize,” she explains. 
“My identity was very wrapped up in it. 
Now I feel like it’s bigger than me, and 
almost isn’t me anymore, at all. It’s for 
everyone, and if you’re into it, I want to 
give you access to it as well.” 

Still, she confesses that life as a walking, 
talking brand can be “bizarre.” “People look 
at me with dollar signs in their eyes,” she 
says. “That didn’t used to be the case, and it’s 
a very uncomfortable place for me to be.”

That’s not to say that everybody in the 
graffiti community is comfortable with 
Claw’s newfound success, either. She hears 
a lot of jealous talk, but lashes out at the 
notion that artists have to be societal 
martyrs to maintain legitimacy. “I hear all 
these people say, you fucking sellout, you 
do graffiti for money, blah blah blah. What 
am I supposed to do? I’m supposed to be 
an elevator operator somewhere so that I 
can go and paint graffiti?”
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Crime pays
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